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Purpose of the class book, needlese to say, is not to gaze 
in longing retrospect at days now past, but rather it is to re- 
mind us of the times when as cadets we readied ourselves for 


far greater tasks ahead. 


Heirs of an indomitable people, we saw our peaceful pat- 
tern of life exploded more than two years ago when the Buga- 
boo of the Yellow Peril became a reality. And in the past two 
years, we've seen a mighty nation rise from the smoke and 
rubble of Pearl Harbor, to show its power in the scorching 
Sahara sand, in the Burmese skies and in the German hell of 


Europe. 


We know our mission and have a singleness of purpose. 
That is why our unusual classbook title, “ONE,” stands not only 
for class 44-1, first of the new year, but also it represents unity 


so necessary to a victorious campaign. 


So now as we reach for gun trigger and bomb release, we 
hope our absent comrades in battle will be able to say of us, 
“These Americans kept faith with us and with Freedom's eter- 
nol Seulc, 

CLASS 44-1, 
DAAFBS, 


Deming, New Mexico. 


DEDICATION 


We, the class of 44-1, dedicate this book to — THE FU- 
TUREGe a 


We realize our indebtedness to those of the past... at Val- 


ley Forge... Bull Run... New Orleans... Verdun. 


We are equally grateful to those of the present — both the 
past and the immediate — from North Africa’s sands ... and 


sicily ... the Pacific's No Man's Lands... and Italy. 


But to dedicate a mere book to them is not our intention. 
They need no such dedication from us. . . for did they not dedi- 


cate themselves for us? 
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To the victorious finale ...a victorious peace ... When 
man's rights, throughout the world, shall contain an equal 
magnitude ... When fear and want shall be but of a domestic 
quality ... To the children, who shall ultimately guide the 
world’s affairs... To those who shall keep America to Ameri- 
ca’s way of life— which we think is God's way... To the 


Brotherhood of Beings. 


Commandant 


CotoneL Mitton M. Murpuy 


STAFF OFFICERS 


COL. LOUIS M. GREGORY 
Director of Training 


LT> COL. “PHELPS NEW BERRY) 
Executive Officer 


MAJ. JOEL S. GIFFORD 
Commandant of Cadets 
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GAPT. Ri REESE 


LT. HOAG LT. LUBECKI LT, GOLDBERG 


Conspicuously absent from the group of tactical officers is the picture of Lt. 
Billy E. Howser who served long in that capacity before being transferred. His 
enthusiasm and vigor helped us over the rough spots early in the training pro- 
gram while his leniency, tempered with firmness, won our respect. To all five go 


a salute for their fine work during the past 18 weeks. 


CAPT. D.-O; COMBS 
Director of Ground School 


GROUND SCHOOL OFFICERS 


LIfe A-OVERTON 


LT. M. F. ZIMMERMAN LT. G. C. BALDWIN 
Acting Director of Training , 


Post Chaplains are 
Raphael O'Malley, Gil- 
bert H. Curry and Hiram 
R. Sterling, pictured left 
to right. Other members 
of the Chapel statf in- 
clude Staff Sergeant Leon 
W. Harris, Director of Jew- 
ish activities; Sgts. Wil- 
liam P. Baker and Werner 
L. Verhaven, .Chaplain's 
Assistants; Mrs. Sally 
White, office secretary, 
and Pvt. Eshmon Cutler, 


caretaker. 


CHAPEL 


Symbol of the freedom that is Amer- 
ica’s heritage is the Post Chapel where 
fighting men gather to worship ac- 
cording to their creed. Here also is the 
office of the Post Chaplain, whose 
duties are countless, his hours endless 
and his sympathy and kindness limit- 


less. 


THE LAST OF THE BOMBARDIERS 


On a lonely road through a cold black night 
A miserable beggar trudges into sight 
And the People whisper over their beers, 


“There goes the last of the Bombardiers.” 


“What was a Bombardier?” ... No reply, 
For the men turn silent and women sigh 


As a death-like silence fills the place 


With the gaunt grey ghost of a long lost race. 


It's hard to explain the catch of breath 
As they seemed to sense the approach of death. 
Furtive glances from ceiling to floor 


Till someone or something opened the door. 


The bravest of hearts turned cold. with fear, 
The thing in the door was the Bombardier, 
His hands were boney and his hair was thin, 


His back was curled like an old bent pin. 


His eyes were two empty rings of black 
And he vaguely mumbled, “Shack,” “Shack,” “Shack,” 
This ancient relic of the second World War 


Crept cross the room and slouched at the bar. 


No one spoke but they watched in the glass 
As the beggar produced a bombsight pass, 
And with hollow tones from his sunken chest 


Demanded a drink —and only the best. 


The glass to his lips they hear him say, 
“Bomb Bays Open” —*Bombs Away.” 
Not speaking a word he sneaked through the door 


And the last Bombardier was seen no more. 


People still wonder at the beggar's last word, 
‘Twas the strangest phrase they had ever heard. 
All through the years that phrase has stuck, 


When they say “Bombardier” they add, “Ha-ard Luck.” 


THE BOMBAGATOR 


BOMBARDIERING 


Then as he approaches the target, 
the bombagator operates the sight to 
unleash a destructive load. In addi- 
tion, he is able to handle an aerial 
gunnery post in an emergency, prov- 
ing a distinctive “triple threat” to the 


enemy. 


NAVIGATION 


So that they may take over 
either job in combat, the Bom- 
bagators at Deming learn both 
navigation and bomb sight op- 
eration. Here Aviation Cadet 
Cy McGowan charts a course 
to the target, using either pilot- 
age or dead reckoning naviga- 


tion. 
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INTRODUCING..... 
ROOMMATES OF 44-1 


On the following pages are the members of Class 44-1, who for the past 
18 weeks have worked, “sweat,” laughed, griped and romped together. Now 
this phase of training is completed, leaving behind priceless friendships ce- 
mented through the months. Oft neglected is the importance of roommates 
during the days of training so to record this, the cadets are arranged ac- 


cording to roommates, and as nearly as possible according to barracks. 


—CLASS BOOK STAFF. 


“E-Z'"—Here’s a man who gave blood to the 
Red Cross in fifths! A well liked individual 
who was an exponent of our most popular 
indoor sport, and a darn good Cadet Officer. 


MARSH—Sober, almost always, industrious 
and quick witted, Jack is really of the intelli- 
gentia. As wing commando and cadet cap- 
tain we grew to love him like a mother. 


EVAN Z. LILES JOHN E. MARSHALL 
2225 N. Beverly Glen Pl. 1315 Fernwood Avenue 
W. Los Angeles, California Toledo, Ohio 


BULL—“Is it a camel? —Is it a devil? —No, 
its Super Moose.’ Backwoodsman by birth, 
this Tennessee Timberwolf can spin some 


swell yarns about his perilous days in Pri- 
mary. 


MONTY—"Campbell soup kid’ — poet and 
story teller livened up many a dull moment 
with his droll humor. Ex-hot pilot logged 
more sack time than flying hours. 


CHARLES A. MUSE DONALD M. MONTGOMERY 
511 West Grundy 707 Cedar Street 


Tullahoma, Tenn. a Sault Ste. Marie, Michigan 


RAY—"Now, I've got a friend in.Worcester.” 
A brogue that you could slice with a knife 
and a face that is Ireland itself. Favorite 
recording: “An Apple for the Teacher.” 


MAZZIE—President of the Head Up Club 
with a fondness for purple. Don’t believe 


that nasty rumor that he tried to salvo his 
instructor. 


RAYMOND MacQUOID ROBERT C. BARRETT 
19 Clement Street 48 Perry Street _ 
Worcester, Massachusetts New York, New York 


STAN—‘The Kodak Kid’ — ex-newsreel cam- 
eraman — his “shutter” technique is the. envy 
of all. Our yokel from Yonkers — Stanislaus 
is something out of this world. 


BURT—The squadron mascot who can still 
get into the movies for ten cents. He plans 
to set up a “bomb trainer’ in his cellar to 


amuse his friends. 


BOB—The Beau Brummel and Form Divine of 
the Newell trio. Caught most of his sleep in 


the AT-11, dreaming of Worcester, the garden 
spot of the world. 


“H-P"—Flew with the R.C.A.F., ex-glider pilot 
and aerial gunner—has more wings than 
Goering has medals. His is a long tearful 


tale of woe. 


“The Lover’ had more women than Carter 
had liver pills until he met the one and only 


in fair Deming. The sweetheart of Deming Jr. 
High. 


“Jiggs” is the daddy of “B” Flight. Our mus- 
cle man from Ohio really takes care of his 
boys—he’d give his buddies anything ex- 
cept a blood transfusion. 


STANLEY A. MILEWSKI BURTON M. NEWELL, JR. 
38 Vineyard Avenue 1005 Fairmont Street 


Yonkers, New York Greensboro, North Carolina 


ROBERT F. NEWELL GARVIN B. MYHAND 
1161 Main Street : Dumas, Arizona 
Leicester, Massachusetts 


ARTHUR H. MELLBERG __ -- HARRY K. MEANS 
427 38th Avenue 743 Broadway 
San Francisco, California Lima, Ohio 


ABE—*But what does it all mean?” The bitter 
halt of the Mutt and Jeff combine. Sad eyed 
Abe is almost always nearly on time for 
everything. 


DEACON—"Don't twist my arm, I'll be a 
bombardier.’” One of our most colorful char- 
acters — the pride and joy of all the instruc- 
tors. Our outdoor man with the indoor body. 


GEORGE A. McCLELLAN DONALD K. McCONNELL 
441 North Ninth Street 1333 East 59th Street 
Camden, New Jersey Brooklyn. New York _ 


CY—Virile V man from the state of Brooklyn, 
Cy used to pound a beat in Little Old New 
York —a man’s man whom. the ladies go for 
also. 


GEE GEE—‘I've been to New York —have 
you been in Wisconsin?” The man with the 
mysterious eyes. Nicknamed the Archbishop 
of Goosetown, he did a bang up job on this 
classbook. 


GERALD G. MORIARITY 
$900 La Crosse Street 
La Crosse, Wisconsin 


CYRIL J. McGOWAN 
363 East 26th Street 
Brooklyn, New York 


F-X—The great promoter — one of our smooth 
operators. He loves work —it fascinates him 
—he can sit and look at it for hours. Some- 
one ought to tell him that there is an athletic 
period every day. 


DON—The corn fed, cornftlake kid. Country 
cousin with a Ned Sparks manner. A rare 
specimen who would argue technicalities — 
even with instructors. 


FRANCIS X. O’TOOLE DONALD H. PARKER 
21 Clearview Ave. Rt. 2, Box 903-B 
West Hartford, Conn. Battle Creek, Michigan 


DAN—Expectant father hails from the land of 
fruit and nuts. Swooner crooner from away 
back, dashing Dan has a smooth recording 
of “Moonshine Becomes Him So.” 


NEAL—“Only two more days and Petunia 
will be here.” Married and worried, living 
under the delusion that marriages are made 
in heaven. The poor man's Bob Hope with 


catarrh. 


NICK—The “mole” is our underground farmer 
from Hanger, Pennsylvania. Soft spoken, 
grammarian extraordinaire, has many a tale 
to tell of Mexico. To know him is to love him. 


“NORM”—Since we inherited him from 43-15 
he figured he knew all the answers. A real 
study in brown! “Take me back to New York 


Ciinvew 


“Lennie” to his friends. Gaye the squadron 
its biggest laugh over: the “level ‘sir’ epi- 
sode. Captain of the volley ball team — 
debator and orator, always in on: any, goo 
argument. : 


LARRY—Every time “old beet puss’” 


the urge for athletics he lies down until the 
feeling goes away. Has had more dental 


appointments than he has teeth. 


DANIEL G. MONTGOMERY MAURICE J. NEAL 
1057 San Antonio Avenue 176 Broadway 
Alameda, California Rochester, New York 


NICHOLAS R. MILCIC _ NORMAN ROSENTHAL 
176 Center Street cd est 72nd Street 
Wall, Pennsylvania ew York City 


LAWRENCE I. MOWREY 
WESLEY M. MYERS 
1013 North Frederick Street aa ores ey aeaicoe 
Burbank, California ortiand, Oregon 


PAUL A. QUEEN 
641 Hall Rd. 
Lake Como, New Jersey 


WALTER F. PUCHALSRI 
20 Hayes Ave. 
Elizabeth. New Jersey 


HARRY C. PHILLIPS 
4526 Ist Avenue, N. E. 
Seattle, Washington 


HAMILTON C. PLATT 
132 Baltic Street 
Brooklyn, New York 


ANTON PENKAVA 
3243 48th Street 
Astoria, Long Island, N. Y. 


DONALD J. PETERS 
2338 North 56th St. 
Seattle, Washington 


“Queenie” is a mystery man to write about. 
Trying to have the A.A.F. establish an O.T.U. 
in “Joisey’ so he can get home week-ends. 


“Brian really hated P.T. A Beau Brummel 
himself but not noted as a _ housekeeper. 
Our Salvo expert. 


“Pooch” is best known for his rendition of 
“Serwenade In Bwoo.” Holds the highest 
ground school average in the class and has 
a chance for the all-time record of the field. 


“Banjo Eyes” sleeps on his foot locker. Old 
Army man—won his wound stripes in the 
Battle of Nashville. Only unrepulsive eager 
beaver in the outtit. 


HARRY—Holds the lowest C.E. and one of 
the best ground school records., Deming will 
be well represented at the Albuquerque Air 
meet with H. B. Harry carrying our banners. 


PETE—AlIthough Pete has a C.E. that you 
need a microscope to see, he never fails to 
tinish his navigation hops until twenty min- 
utes after the plane has landed. 


Dub—His favorite dish is mutton meat balls 
and lamb stew—memories, memories. Our 
Madeline Carroll with muscles is the reign- 
ing “Maestro of the Mission”’—really makes 
the most of his week ends. 


FRANKIE—Wallace Beery with curls. 


prize accomplishment at DAAF was building 
a torn toe nail into a twelve week athletic 


excuse. Married life really agres 
“Frankie.” 


STRETCH—Although it is not a well known 
fact, Bill is a solid musician, can handle a 
mean clarinet. A U. C. L. A. grad plans an 
early post commencement wedding. Good 
luck Bill. 


CARL—Our red nosed Cyrano is the favorite 


of the Mission and Central Emporiums. 


be seen most any Saturday night with his 


little ray of “Sunshine.” 


“JIMMY FIDLER’—He doesn’t care what na- 
tionality a man is as long as he’s Irish. They 
made him a corporal to get him out to forma- 
tions. 


JOE—Stands at attention and looks like a 
question mark. A study in soulful simplicity. 


Born thirty years too soon. 


W. F. OATS FRANK O’NEIL 
O'Donnell, Texas 3816 A Shenandoah 
| St. Louis, Mo. 


WILBUR E. NEWELL CARL M. NYLANDER 
$05 Atlantic Avenue _ 12738 Maple Avenue 
Long Beach, California Blue Island, Illinois 


i 


RICHARD J. O’CONNELL JOSEPH OSIPUK 
16 Rob Roy Road 234 llth Street 
Worcester, Massachusetts Beaver Falls, Penn. 
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“CHIPS” paid his way thru the Army with his 
“Casino” concession. Got out of more trouble 
than most fellows get in. 


“CLIFF” is an ex-sailor with a yen for tly- 
ing. His main hobby is writing famous 
American novels. His most recent book is 
entitled “SO Bombs Over The Firewall.” 


RICHARD A. RAFIELD CLIFFORD J. RAMSTAD 
15 West 8st St. 1430 Hyde Park Blvd. 
New York City Chicago, Illinois 


“JOE” is another California rooter. His prow- 
ess witih a@ camera was excellent but the 
way he treated mice! Hated to turn out 
lights. “What fries me.” 


“VINCE” was inherited from 43-15. Swore by 
his computer confuser even though he always 
did come in off course. “Oh—my aching 
back!” 


JOSEPH M. RYAN VINCENT A. STOSZKUS, JR. 
1382 8th Ave. 1255 S. Independence Blvd, 
San Francisco, California Chicago, Illinois 


“BUZZ” puts Traveltalks Inc. to shame with 
his tales of travel lore. He and Norden differ 
on erecting gyros—‘Who's going to the 
lounge for a soda?” ... 


“DAVE” had much trouble getting a good 
uniform fit—Couldn’t be that sway back?” 
Publicity agent for Lynch. “But I just know 
she wrote Sunday.” 


. SEWELL, JR. DAVID R. SHELLEY 
ae ne aa Blvd. J 514 West 6th Street 


Akron, Ohio Bloomington, Indiana ~ 


“SAM” was a mental hazard to all marching 
behind him—better known as “Tanglefoot.” 
An excellent Bombardier— Are you sure it's 
right?” 


“JOHN” is a firm believer in “Think, Study 
and ask questions.” “Any questions?” (no 
answer) “Class dismissed... ... John: “U-h-h 
Question sir?” 


“DICK'S hard luck stories as a professional 
cadet are the best of the all. He was always 
ready for a good party anytime; but his 
stomach never knew it. 


“BOB” ruled his Flight with an Iron hand; 
spoke often of old Infantry days at Croft. 
Had no patience with “Johns’—‘Listen here 


you guys.” 


“RICH” is our most innocent member. His 
quiet life amazed all, except on his L. A. 
furlough. A connoisseur of good movies. “Is 
it really like that?” 


“BILL” is the class chauffeur. Outside of his 
girl and car, his main interest in life was 
leaving Deming for surounding parts. “Why 
should we?” 


SAMUEL J. SHOEMAKER 


RICHARD T. SARGENT 
1325 Inglewood Drive _ 
Cleveland 4 tea Ohio 


RAYMOND J. RICHIE 
368 Josephine Street 
Memphis, Tennessee 


JOHN M. SISSON 
1825 Columbia Rd., N. W. 
Washington. D.C. 


ROBERT L. RUSH 
1057 Pierpont Street 
Rohway. New Jersey 


WILLIAM M. ROBBINS . 
2716 East Archer 
Tulsa, Oklahoma: 


“ED’—A woman hater, he says. Feels broke 
on less than a hundred. Less gusty than most 
men from the Windy City. 


SHUCK—The “Malfunction King” is one of 
Sunny California's most ardent propagand- 
izers. Can't make up his mind between 
“Prisco” and L. A. 


EDWARD A. SADULA iw JOHN A. SCHUKLE 


12050 South Emeral Ave. = +=~—_s«156 16th Street 
Chicago, Illinois _ Richmond, California _ 


“LOUIE” is our foremost hometown hero. Had 
more troubles as squadron commander than 
he ever did with his roomie. “Let's be at 
GORE 5 + 5 lekovee” 


“FLUTTER VALVE ~is one “of our better 
known characters. His speed of talk is ex- 
ceeded only by his vast knowledge of the 
latest rumors. Spent all spare moments at 
“The Mission.” 


LOUIS S. SETEK . - ROBERT W. SCHMIDT 
'- 989 Sweezy Avenue 1540 Beechview Ave. 


Riverhead, New York L _ Pittsburgh, Pa. 


“ALKIE” is one of our better informied men on 
clothes, liquor, weather and women E 
“Compared to gliders Bombardiering is 
easy.” We still want to see what he nad “to” 
home. 


“TOMMY” is best to be remembered as the 
Squadron “Romeo.” His vast feminine cor- 
respondence was always a source of envy. 


HOWARD J. SELZER THOMAS M. SMATANA 
506 Nottawa Street 4561 Pierce Street. 
Mendon, Michigan Gary. Indiana 


“FLAT FOOT DANNY” wears “King Size” 
shoes. His ambition is to play the sax for 
Lombardo some day and with the tones he 
gets from it the boys think he is a cinch to 
make it. 


“ROBIES” chief interest outside of Pasadena, 
was heading for the Mail Room. The way 
he enjoyed funnies amused us all. “But 
why?” 


“ROSIE” feared Roosevelt would take Janu- 
ary 15th off the calendar. Sweated the course 
at least 3 times while completing it once. 


“BONES” is Charles Atlas’ biggest failure. 
Claims he is a woman hater but ask some 
of his females about those fangs. “Let's just 
have one more round boys.” 


“ED'S” stomach played tag with the AT-I1 
every mission. Foremost authority on how to 
lose your equipment through the escape 


hatch. 


“JOE” is best known for beating the Board. 
He possesses a most intriguing love life (he 
thinks)—Main ambition is to be a famous 
tenor—or bivouac officer? 


DANIEL SHAFFER EARNEST M. ROBISON 


15 Newton Street 31 Crescent Pl. 
Malden, Massachusetts _ Yonkers. New York 


EDWARD M. ROSENBERG —s_—~«w _ ROBERT C. ROBERTS 


15 Woodford Street _ 1714 West Grand Blvd. 
Worcester. Massachusetts Detroit, Michigan 


EDWARD RITT JOSEPH RENKOWITZ 
2106 Crotona Parkway : 2822 West Boulevard 
New York City 4 Los Angeles, Califomia - 


PAUL TANNENBAUM 
627 Manida St. 
New York. N. Y. 


VALENTINE W. STYPE 
East Moriches 
Long Island, New York 


JAMES SWAYE 
3614 E. 108th St. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


ROBERT E. THORSEN 
6320 North Lambert St. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


CHARLES VEVIER 
1598 Townsend Ave. 
New York. N. Y. 


JOHN M. TAFFEE 
Rt. #3 
Fairfield, Illinois 


“POSSUM PAUL"—The bombardier who can 
put ‘em in there. That grin indicaies he is a 
happy boy. Bombs away; he will call—That 
was a factory—that is all. 


“THE BRAIN'—Germantown’'s gift to the Air 
Corps. Athlete, scholar and poet extraordin- 
ary. A smoky bivouac stove was the only 
problem he couldn't solve. 


“MALFUNCTION '—The first to get a D-8 mal- 
function. Really knows his “oats.” A smart 
man who can give and take with the best. 


“SEVERE"—C.C.N.Y. to the Metro man— 
Charley Potato to ??? (That would be 
telling). A rough man with gentle ways who 
firmly believes that discipline pays. 


“BUBBLES"—Ohio’s gift to Juarez. The Little 
Corporal with the contagious chuckle. P.S.— 
Juarez gave him back. 


“TAFFY’—A former M.P. who now sails into 
the blue instead of listening to the guard- 
house blues. 


“SULLY” Planned on that post-graduation 
open date so he bought a used Ford V-8. 
Eastward-Ho with this prayer—‘Please God, 
No Blowouts.” 


“HUBEY’—Logged a lot of sack time, espe- 
cially when reveille formation was in ses- 
sion. One of our better scholars. 


ROBERT F. SULLIVAN HUBERT E. TAKEN 


270 Brown St. : 1661 Del Valle Ave. 
West Haven, Conn. Glendale, California 


“TWINKLETOES"—The Little Giant from the 
South, who speaks from his mind and not 
from his mouth—Hmm—It rhymes! Well, any- 
way ,he is a man among men. 


“SAM”—A studious Yankee from Connecti- 
cut who hopes to do his bit by getting a few 
shacks over Tokyo. Kept things humming in 


626. 


CLAUDE W. VAUGHN > FRANCIS S. TIERNEY 
_ 166 Watkins Court. Rt. #3 West Side Road 


Spartanburg. S. C. © Norfolk, Conn. 


“H. E.” couldn't understand why. Texas wasn't 
represented at the Teheran Conference. 
Thinks the National Anthem should be “Deep 
in the Heart of Texas’—Man-oh-man!” 


“SHACK’—Need more be said? A fellow 
who twinkles those bright, blue eyes through 
the sight. And guess what? It’s a shack 
all right—"I hope.” 


HAROLD E. SMITH RICHARD I. VAN BUREN 
4926 Swiss Street 402 Cayuga Street 
Dallas, Texas Fulton, N. Y. 


FRED H. TALLY 
San Marcus, Texas 


LESLIE F. THOMPSON 
14 John St. 
Westtield, N. J. 


LOUIS J. VANDERLOOP 
225 Marie St. 
Kaukauna, Wisconsin 


ALBERT C. TAVIANA 
Rt. #1 
Nazareth, Pennsylvania 


LAWRENCE A. THOMPSON 
625 Portland Ave, 
Beloit, Wisconsin 


JOHN C. VURGAROPULOS 
21 Gold St. 
Lowell, Massachusetts 


“BUCKEROO’—An expert on the roving 
hooves who has a herd of his own. Can per- 
form any duty in a plane if called upon— 
except fly one without wings. “To glide is to 
soar—onward into luscious space.” 


“BITTER AL"—Don’'t let that nickname fool 
you. He’s worked long and hard toward this 
end. Was a GJ. when most of us were in 


high school. 


“WHITE-DOG"—The other half of the T.N.T. 
twins. A combination of the New Jersey 
Bounce and a Kansas Whirlwind. To him,— 
“A smile cost nothing and affords much 
pleasantry.” 


“RED-DOG"—A versatile Wisconsin red-head. 
Renowned throughout his cadet-ship as a 


top athlete—plus frequent pilgrimages to the 
Mission. 


“VAN’’—Knows a thermal isn't a jug because 
he’s a former glider man. Speaking of wom- 
en—Baby, they’re like streetcars. Another 
one always comes along.” 


“VURGY”"—Hails from a family of warriors. 
Went on an All-American mission with the 
boys—Piorowski,—Well, you name the rest! 
A studious fellow who knows his navigation 
and gliders. 


“THE EARL’—Knows Hickam like a book be- 
cause “The Earl” took a look on that disas- 
trous day. This man, the Japs will learn, will 
cause Tokyo to burn, if he can have his way. 


‘TIGER’ —Wears his oxygen mask from the 
ground up since he has a head start on the 
other boys. A big chunk of man—vertically 
speaking. 


“TEX’—A typical man with a non-typical 
name. A man who should go far in life’s 
story and have a happy ending. 


“JUNIOR’—Ah! Here is a man to behold! 
Don't crowd, girls—we're here, too—can’‘t you 
see us? Well, you get what we mean. 


“PAPPY’’—This former Ohio mail man has a 
special delivery package he intends to de- 


liver personally by airmail to Tojo and 
Adolph, Inc. 


“SPIDER’—A man who knows the ropes— 
and not because he’s been hanging on them. 
A good leader who counts a “Mean ca- 
dence.” Not “gig-happy,” but “on the ball.” 


EARL WARICHER 


Rt. #1 
Orefield, Pennsylvania 


FREDERICK D. STOREY 
426 Pierce Ave. 
San Antonio, Texas 


ROBERT E. WADE 
9651, Berry St. 
Toledo, Ohio 


STANLEY WALSH 
401 Ridge Ave. 
Lakewood, N. J. 


JOHN WASCO, IR. 
839 Washintgon Ave. 
Braddock. Pennsylvania 


WILLIAM S. WEBB 
300 Nutt Road 
Phoenixville, Pennsylvania 


“RAGTIME,” the sleep in class, milk on Sun- 
day cowboy who won a milking contest in a 
Deming Rodeo. Joe had many fine points, 
including the fact he never bothered our 
class by snoring. 


“MORTIMER” was a square cut lad who 
took the course with a grain of salt. A third 
element party-man was famous for, “Gosh, 
will it really, huh?’—a good man. 


JOSEPH M. JENNINGS FORREST L. KENYON 
General Delivery Box 105 
Fox, Oklahoma Richmond, Vermont 


“GREG"—Came to us from 43-18 and proved 
in short order he knew “what was cookin’.” 
Should be a good “Tokyo Turner-Outer.” 


KUZ—a dynamic lad who believes Bombar- 
diers are made—not born. He honestly tried, 
but not too hard. 


GREGORY F. TURNER JOHN E. KOZORRA, JR. 
126 Grand Ave. 1249 Arkansas Ave. 
Wausau, Wisconsin Pittsburgh, Pa. 


DICK—Pertect little man with a good bowl- 
ing eye, a low C. E., and a camera score 
that on anyone else would look bad; Dick 
managed to make everyone happy by doing 
the right thing. 


PORKY—The Third Elements Mussel, was a 
baseballer, footballer and screwballer. 
“Chuck’”” was so accomplished athletically 
that he could throw curves with the bomb- 
sight. He saw them curve. 


RICHARD W. KELLY LLOYD H. KLINE 
215 Pottawatognie St. RD No. 1 
Leavenworth, Kansas Flemington, N. J. 


CHARLEY—A quiet guy who pulled endless 
K. P. at Bivouac. He worked smooth, did a 
good job and didn’t say very much about it. 


LARRY—‘Who's got a cigarette?’ Larry was 
the lad whose truly fine handling of the 88 
won him anything he could possibly ask for. 
A showma nand a fine fellow. 


LILY—Presenting Lily Mars—plow jockey from 
the Western wasteland. Prince of the poker 
chips; charter member of the Bartenders As- 
sociation or America. 


LATCH—Wit, Wag, and the body beautiful. 
He always had a bright remark for every- 
thing. He enjoyed his cracks so much that I 
guess we did, too. 


DICK—The Profile was the lad who pitched 
a great game of love. Score: No hits, no 
runs, all errors. Another class-room sleepy- 
head—Dick was the biggest man in the out- 
fit. 


“MR. HADAWAY” was a literal hero of the 
“bull-ring.”” Bob has done anything and seen 
everything you cared to mention. Mickey 
Rooney always made life a little brighter. 


CHARLES R. LOCK LAWRENCE W. LYNCH 


2621-A N. 37th St. , 2358 E. 70th St. 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin _ Chicago, Illinois 


VERNON MARRS ; HOWARD E. LACHOFF 


200 Nevada Street 5184 W. Nelson Street 
Wichita. Kansas i Chicago, Illinois 


RICHARD D. JOHNSON : HARRY R. HATHAWAY 
6710 Pine Avenue 290 N. 16th St. 
Bell, California Mattoon, Illinois 


CHARLES J. LAMBLE, JR. ALF. M. LUNDELL 
3824 Bellefontaine Ave. 6337 Glenview Place 
Kansas City, Mo. Pittsburgh, Pa. 


JOHN L. HARDESTY 
Rte No. 1 
Terra Alta, W. Va. 


DONALD E. JOHNSON 
16550 Trumbull Street 
Harvey, Illinois 


ROSARIO J. MARCELLINO 
1753 South Hicks Street 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


CASMER J. KULESA 
8225 Almont Avenue 
Detroit, Michigan 


LAMB—Sentenced to three weeks’ hard labor 
by “the act,” Lamble was a bard working 
Cadet Officer. A fair-haired lad for whom ev- 
eryone had a nickname. 


ALF was another Bivouac politician. Being 
a good guy at heart he did an all-right job. 
If ever on Bivouac again, here is your Post 
Engineer. 


HARD-DESTY—A quiet little man who was 
well liked and was very serious in his search 
for the elusive knowledge. Bubble chasing 


and flying with Hannan didn't rattle honest 
John. 


DON—A Beaver from way back whose ever 
present laugh made him a world of friends. 
He was really happy—he found a home in 
the Army. 


MARSE — Quiet, unassuming “bundle of 
brains,” his 95.4 ground school average en- 
deared him to his “flying quartet.’ He should 
go far in this world. 


“POP” used to start a lot of good arguments 
in class. He was quiet, at times and always 
unpredictable. He was always a good ddi- 
tion to anything 


“Jim” must have had a low fraternity house 
C. E. because his girl sent a constant flow 
of food from home that tided us over the sans 
quarter days—a swell guy who got up both 
bright and early. 


“HOMER” is the silent lad who is six months 
ahead of “six months after.” Really not at 
all sold on the Army, Joe still went deter- 
minedly into the blue with his white “hot 


pilot” scart. 


BILL—Football, fraternity, and family man. A 
quiet, friendly and curious lad who made a 
good cadet officer, but how did he get the 
nickname of Dirty Old Bill? 


GLENN'S Texas is famous for cattle, oil, and 
according to Glenn, Glenn. A tall, slim guy 
who made all the rounds, world’s of pals 
and we wonder if he raised sheep on his 


ranch. 


“BABE’S” husband, Fred, was born a master 
sergeant. He has lots of abilities, but his 
ability to draw made a lot of 500 footers look 
like 50 feet, and that really takes drawing! 


“DOC FIX-IT” who could fix anything you 
could carry to his room and show you color- 
pics of beautiful women during the opera- 
tion. Joe asked all the Third Element’s ques- 


tions. 


JAMES E. HARTMAN : JOSEPH H. HERBERT 
71 N. Laurel Street 43 Tarrytown Rd. 


Hamelton, Pa. : Rochester, N. Y. 


WILLIAM 8. LEE GLENN E. LEE 
890 Market Street Terecita Ranch 
Chehalis. Washington Falfurrias. Texas 


FREDERICK A. KAHRS JOSEPH S. KINGSBURY 
315 Widenham Street 76 Cenesee Street 
Peoria, Illinois New Hartford, N. Y. 
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“JUNIOR” salvoed bombs every so often, but 
delivered one of the lowest C.E.’s.» Mike's 
swell personality, his wife and his fine 
daughter put him in the four star class of 
us all. 


MAC—Thanks to our genial art editor for his 
swell cartooning. He well deserved his good 
conduct medal, but where was George when 
it was being awarded? 


MELVIN LUNDBERG, JR. GEORGE MacDERMOTT 
280 Broadhead Avenue 5 Moody Avenue 
Jamestown, N. Y. Bridgeport, Conn. 


GEORGE was the lad who did a flank move- 
ment with each step he took. A good na- 
tured lad who was a malfunction hound who 
found flaws in lots of sights and all the 
horrible Yankees. 


“STRETCH” was a boy who had a hobby of 
catching bartlies. A talkative member of the 
third element who was quite an athlete as 
well. 


sue 


GEORGE E. KELLER JOHN H. KENSEY. 
2322 Mass. Ave. §4 Laurence St. 
Villa Heights Wilkes-Barre, Penn. 


Roanoke, Virginia 


“KNOBBIE” brought the “voice in the audi- 
ence’ back to fame. Hero of the drill field, 
he confused himself completely by marching 
in and out of the Mission in ten gallon hats. 


“JUDGE” is famous for a lot of deep thought, 
a red sweat-shirt, and a pride in California 
spirit. He could successfully argue on any- 
thing—his material came from the Mission 
Research Library. 


JOHN M. HANNAN DONALD R. HARDY 
274 Cole Avenue 4767 York Blvd. 
Providence, R. I. Los Angeles, Calif. 


McLEVY—"The Voice’ who had ideas and 
comments on everything except his low C. E. 
He sang, did character impersonations (of 
Linzer) and never had second billing on the 
Central-Mission Circuit. 


McLINZER—He joined the Army to prove that 
New York was the greatest place on earth. 
The poor man’s Harpo Marx was wit, family 
man and a good, big city, egg. 


“TOJO” -was anti-P.T., a dental clinic man, 
and a mechanical wizard. He used to get 
away with less classes, more chow, and 
more sack time than anyone. A man with 
many possibilities. 


“GOLDEN BOY’ was an amateur musician 
and an ex-Navy man. He was the lad whose 
smile started the Klondike gold rush, and 
being a real sharpie, never missed a way 
out of anything. 


CONNY—Not the: least bit eager, Simon Le- 
gree still cracked a mean whip as K. P. 
agitator at Bivouac. Ed caused a lot of work 
but no enemies. He was also a good foot- 
ball player. 


pie! 


JOHN—He was the silent type who always 
did more than his share. John was well 
liked and a good cadet officer—when he got 
“gigged’ anything could happen. 


LAWRENCE S. LEVY 
$80315 Suwannee Street 
Tampa, Florida 


LYLE L. JOHNSON 


$414 Harrison St. 


_ Kansas City, Mo. 


: Garwood, N. J. ? 


DWARD J. KONOPACK, JR. 
481 Fourth Avenue 


JULIAN A. LINZER 
1005 Walton Avenue 
Bronx. New York 


_ ROBERT E. JOHNSON — 


200 Rolla Street 
Rolla, Mo. _C 


JOHN W. KUCZWARA 
2307 N. Lister Avenue | 
_ Chicago, Illinois 


“E. E.” thinks the world is against him even 

though he does bear the weight along with 

Atlas. Has a unique trick of jamming his 
fingers in plane doors. 


“STY”—Seemingly comparable to the bombs 
he will drop—quiet and friendly yet, plenty 
potent upon exploding. 


ELDON E. SMITH STANLEY A. SMORAG 
628 South Millwood ~ 323. Short St. 
Wichita, Kansas McDonald, Pennsylvania 


CASANOVA—A Southern Yankee who keeps 
the feminine morale on the brighter side. His 
motto—‘Why marry one when I can keep 
them all happy?” 


“SHANGHAI” prefers the women from the 
east but that did not stop his operations in 
the West. Biggest accomplishment was soft 
soaping cashier at theater in town for free 
admissions. 


HENRY C. SIENKIEWICZ 
202 State Fair Blvd. 


OTIS G. SMITH 
116 South 13th St. 
Fort Pierce, Florida Syracuse, New York 


“STRAYON'’—A city boy who took to the 
saddle. “Buckin” for Gene Autry’s rating with 
young Americans. 


“SID’—When the music's hottest, look out! 
Here comes the Philly Whirlin’ Dervish. Our 
jivin' Mister Five-by-Five. 


ROBERT K. STRACHAN SIDNEY SOLOMON 
28 Pleasant Street : 1620 W. Olney Ave. 
Cambridge, Mass. Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


“TROPHY-HEAD’—A consistent navigator 
and a trail blazin’' bombardier. A smooth man 
on a “WACS” floor. 


JOE liked music, his P. T. in small doses and 
a good book to read. Quet and peaceful, 
nothing worried him much except combat 
hits. 


ROYCE D. SMITH JOSEPH L. GLASS 
315 Wilton St. : 1333 Page Street 
Greenville, S.C. _ San Francisco, California 


“SPOON”—Made us think the armistice was 
signed when Mrs. “Spoon” telegraphed she 
was on her way west to Deming. 


JAMES E. SPOHN 
802 Berkshire Ave. 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 


TO VHEe@ TEs 


Yes, there are names missing on the roster of Class 44-l1—names of a 
group of men who worked beside us for the past several months only to fail 
short of the goal. So to these men, members of the class and the class book 


staff offer their wish that success will follow their future endeavors. 


OFF DUTY.... 


In the profuse wordage of Army Regulations, the term 
“Open Post’ was the only one that made any sense to 
the eager Bombardiers of 44-1. Outwardly it's a dull 
designation, colorless, and unsuggestive; but to us it 
was a joyful combination of the Four Freedoms, the 
Magna Charta and Declaration of Independence. 


The chance to put aside the worries of high C. E.'s; too 
few combat hits, and low school grades was seldom 
wasted. Shaggy beards were shorn, talcs and lotions 
were applied in all their fragrant abundance and newly 
pressed Class A’s were donned. Then armed with the 
perennial overnight kits and weekend passes, the lads 
of 44-1] took off in all their glory for the gay bout with 
wine, women and song. 


Many places and names come to mind—Hollywood— 
the Palladium, Earl Carroll's modest theatre-restaurant, 
the fabulous Long Beach Pike where Santa Ana merged 
with Douglas Aircraft. The swanky Ambassador Hotel 
in Hollywood with all its glamour and expensive trap- 
pings was often the scene of eager cadets strutting be- 
fore the pretty cinema starlets. The staid Biltmore Ho- 
tel bravely bore the onslaught of 44-l's Bombardiers and 
it wasn't at all surprising to see one of the boys talking 


things over with a Brigadier General of the Training 
Command—man to man. 


The fine beach at Balboa was a main port of call and 
many of the lads swam right into the Bamboo Room, a 
cozy little place, three drinks off the beach. Here in the 
pleasant atmosphere of palm trees and clinking glasses, 
we sunned ourselves and engaged in the usual bathing 
beach pastimes. 


There were other night clubs, theaters and restaurants, 
too numerous to mention, which threw open their doors 
to 44-1. We reveled and laughed, ‘got into frequent 
scrapes; but it was Open Post and no holds barred. 

And then it came—Kingman, Seven long weeks of 
heat, sweat and ice-cold showers—when there was wa- 
ter of course. But these were minor obstacles for a great- 
er catastrophe occurred. No Open Post during the sojourn 
in Arizona. Kingman wasn’t Los Angeles, facilities were 
very limited—best to sweat it out and then have fun with 
the oft-hoped for fifteen days delay-en-route. And so, 
Gunnery School for a month and a half put an end to 
the galliyanting of 44-l's gay caballeros. 


But action resumed with the receipt of the long await- 
ed furlough. Seven days (instead of the fifteen) to spend 


before shipment to Deming, and poor, unsuspecting Los 
Angeles bore the brunt of the assault. Once again the 
boys went to town—a lot leaner pernaps, but where 
strength was lacking, spirit was overflowing. 


The Palladium and the Biltmore Bowl, the beautiful 
Hollywood Bowl and the companionable Zenda Ballroom 
were revisited. There were girls everywhere and money 
to spend. 


Many a Los Angeles cabbie couldn't understand how 
eight or nine cadets could squeeze into one taxi, but they 
learned fast enough, aided no little by overgenerous tip- 


ping. 


Once again the merriment faded and it was back to 
Kingman and shipment to Advanced School. 


Lady Luck, however, stepped in, and granted a 
twelve hour lay-over in Albuquerque and never was a 
city captured so quickly by so small a band. The hotel 
bar was requisitioned and the University’s Sorority 
Houses were invaded. We were the “Deming Boys” and 
Grant never took Richmond any quicker than we won 
the “Invasion of Albuquerque.” 


Deming, of course, was no Los Angeles or Hollywood, 
but there was always the Mission. In time a routine was 
worked out—steak at the Manhattan, a liquid bracer at 
the Central and then to the Mission for loud choruses of 
Dixie, Yankee and La Cucaracha. The dance floor was 
dangerous for those who would not dance “western style.” 
A hoot, a stamp, a blare from the three-piece band and 
the Bombardiers took off with their ladies. Las Cruces 
and Silver City were looked into and of course El Paso 
and Jaurez. 


Juarez—where the shine boys called us “Captain.” 
Here we found the silk stockings for the one and only 
back home and saw the sundry shows. Now we under- 
stood the purpose of the endless Health Lectures and 
for once we listened. 


Christmas and New Years—we laughed and sang for 
in two weeks wed be home. 


We liked a good time; we had many of them, but in 
a few days we'd be home and that was the best Open 
Post ever. 


A/G CHARLES VEVIER. 


There never was any doubt that one of the high 
points of cadet life was the daily mail call. Sugar 
Reports, parental admonitions to “keep warm and 
be a good boy,” together with letters from friends 
reminded the men of 44-1 that in some far-distant 
past they were regarded as civilized individuals. 
With the advent of Army life, however, mail call be- 
came one of the important functions of the day, nev- 
er to be over-looked and certainly not to be treated 
lightly. 

Mail call at Deming was a lavish affair, as com- 
pared to the ‘come and get it” formula at Kingman. 
Each man with his private mail box took it upon 
himself to charge in at any time of day for a look 
and if the familiar perfume-scented envelope was 
present, pleading and agonizing cries for “my 
mail” would fill the room, accompanied by frantic 
clawing at the wire grill When a hundred and 
thirty cadets had letters then the thrashings and 
screams of the Black Hole of Calcutta were mild in 


MAIL CALL 


comparison to the chaos that went on in Detach- 
ment Headquarters. 

To the enlisted men of the Mail Room, go a load 
of thanks from 44-1 for their consideration and 
promptness. It’s fine and dandy to “keep ‘em fly- 
ing,’ but as long as they “Keep ‘em writing” then 
the flying job will take care of itself. 
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HOT STUFF 


First and most important thing associated with 
the food situation at DAAF was the affair of ‘the 
missing two bits.” With the army on field ra- 
tions, cadet chow was temporarily suspended 
and a loud chorus of mournful howls went up. 
But in time everything was straightened out and 
milk, steak and chicken returned once more to 
grace the cadet mess. 


Then of course we'll never forget the happy 
moments at bivouac when we were taught the 
intricacies of a field kitchen. The boys would 
scream with delight at the appearance of their 
names on the KP roster. 


In the memories of the class will remain the 
fateful day when the mess schedule was revised. 
‘Twas rumored 16 cadets were trampled in the 
rush. 


Chow on nights we flew deserved special 
mention. Then too, on occasions the DAAF band 
played during mealtimes and its fine perform- 
ance made many a meal even more enjoyable. 
To the mess officers and their staff, 44-1 tenders 
its thanks. 

—A/C D. K. McConnell 


FIELD 


Raion 


CADET OFFICERS 


A/C Wing Commander William S. Webb, Adjutant Francis X. O'Toole, Executive Officer 
Albert C. Taviane, Supply Officer John E. Marshall. 


SQUADRON 


Commander—A/C Frederick A. Kahrs 
Adjutant—A/C Harry K. Means 

First Sergeant—Louis J. Vanderloop 
Supply Officer—A/C L. S. Levy 


FLIGHT “A” FLIGHT “C” 
Lieutenant—A/C Richard W. Kelly Lieutenant—A/C H. E. Smith 
Sergeant—-A/C C. J. Kulesa Sergeant—A/C H. J. Seltzer 
Corporals: A/C E. J. Konopack Corporals: A/C E. M. Rosenberg 

A/C J. W. Kuczwara A/C D. A. Shelley 

A/C M. Lundberg A/C Sadula 

A/C J. M. Sisson 

FLIGHT “B” “FLIGHT D” 
Lieutenant—A/C Garvin B. Myhand Lieutenant—A/C L. F. Thompson 
Sergeant—A/C G. G. Moriarity - Sergeant—A/C R. E. Thorsen 
Corporals: A/C H. C. Phillips Corporals: A/C V. W. Stype 

A/C C. J. McGowan A/C C. W. Vaughn 

A/C R. J. Marcellino A/C R. I. VanBuren 


A/C W.S. Oats A/C L. A. Thompson 


MEMBERS OF STAFF 


Editor-in-chief-Gerald G. Moriarity. bury, Richard W. Kelly; Writers—Charles Vevier, 
Associate Editor—Robert E. Thorsen. Lawrence A. Thompson, Donald K. McConnell; 
Business Manager—Francis X. O'Toole. Flight ‘‘A’’-—Robert E. Johnson; Flight ‘‘B’’—Richard 
Art Editor—George MacDermott. J. O'Connell; Flight ‘‘C’’—Reamer E. Sewell; Flight 
“D’—Leslie F. -Thompson; Typists—Francis: Sam 

picit: Business Assistant—-Edward A. Sadula; Tierney, Robert C. Roberts, R. Knight Strachan, Sid- 
Makeup—Walter Puchalski, Hamilton Platt, Frede- ney Solomon, R. Irving Van Buren, Richard W. 


rick Kahrs; Photography Editors—Joseph 8S. Kings- Kelly. 


BOMBARDIER'S OATH OF SECRECY 


‘In the presence of Almighty God, I do solemnly swear and 
affirm that I will accept the sacred trust placed in me by 
my commander in chief, the President of the United States of 
America, by whose direction I have been chosen for bombar- 
dier training. I pledge myself to live and act according to the 
code of honor of the Bombardiers of the Army Air Forces. I 
solemnly swear that | will keep inviolate the secrecy of any 
and all confidential information revealed to me, and in full 
knowledge that 1 am guardian of one of my country’s most 
priceless military assets; do further swear to protect the secrecy 


of the American bombsight, if need be, with my life itself.” 


IN THE BLUE 


The missions are off and all is quiet in the flight room. The engines 
roar fades to an ever-fainter drone as the planes clear the field and 
head for the target areas. 

But a half-hour before takeoff the now quiet ready room was a mad- 
house. 

“Winds aloft @ 10,000 ft. are 18 m.p.h. from 45 degrees. Don’t forget 
to preset your dropping angles and drift. And for God's sake, don't 
throw the bombs away. Any questions? Okay, draw your equipment.” 

And the turmoil begins— 

Hey, Sam, we're flying together. You get the data and the camera, 
I'll check out the tachometer and ‘chutes. Don’t forget the mission num- 
ber like you did yesterday. 

The supply counter is as usual, jammed. You as usual are at the 
end of the line that never seems to move. 

Then the pilot— 

“Yes, sir, we'll be right out. I’m at the end of the line, sir. Yes, sir, I 
tried to be up front but they gangedup on me, sir. Yes, sir, we'll be out 
in a& minute, sir.” 

Finally, after a nightmare of signing forms, lugging ‘chutes, gath- 
ering equipment, all to the tune of a never-ending stream of invectives 
from your instructor, it’s out to the 
ship. Set in the P. A., fill out the 
Form 1, pre-flight the sight, check 
the racks and oxygen and figure the 
indicated. 

Ready for the take-off, sir.” 

If you're not flying it’s a critique 
on a little combat broomtime. 

The missions return, the ready 
rooms still no longer. 

“Yes, sir, I'll fill out the Progress 
report immediately—-. What's the 
altitude of the base target, Sam?... 
Sir, I know I was synchronized on 
that last target. I don’t understand 
why it should have fallen 600 feet. 
Do you think I ought to call a mal- 
iiieiormrcires..Y ea) sir, | won t.. Yes: 
sir, you're right, I wasn't synchron- 
ized. That fifty footer was okay, 
though, sir. Yes sir, maybe I was 
lucky. Yes, sir, I'll improve proce- 
dure, sir. No sir, no questions, sir. 
Thenk you,-sir, 

The cadets and officers finally 
disperse, but the night shift will be 
down in an hour. 


THEY RAN THE SHOW 


STAGE 
COMMANDERS 


Behind the smooth 
working flight line. sched- 
ule could be seen the 
hands of the stage com- 
manders who had the te- 
dious and unglorified 
task of arranging bomb- 
ing and navigation flights 
and the job of checking 
the progress of students. 
For their efficient work, 
Class 44-1 salutes the 
commanders of Sections 


I and II. 
Stage Commanders Section I were Lieuten- mander during the early part of the training pro- 
ants E. W. Wallace and Richard Phelps. Com- gram until his transfer was Lt. Joseph Hashop. 


Three directors of Sec- 
tion II were, left to right, 
Lieutenants Casimir Pior- 
kowski, Dale C. Jensen 
and George P. Milling- 
ston. 


For "They Say Us Through" 


FLIGHT A 
Adamezyk, M. A. Crawford, J. J. 
_ Allen, D. E. Brennan, I. J. 
Bartley, J. J. Belke, E. B. 
Black shy 12 Gerr, MD. 
Clark Bab Gearhart, J. H. 


FLIGHT C 


Rush, Paul W. 
Peugh, Earl 
Tillman, Oram J. 


Williams, Eugene 
Heywood, Norman 


FLIGHT B Howey, Ernest B. 
Conrad, R. J. Cuno, F. T. Vinovich, Ralph 
Bryant, A. L. Miles, J, R.. 

Dager, W. E. Mihal, John 
- Gregory, G. T. Bachmon, Gy I. 
Guenther, R. A. Hamblys. CsA. 


Geary, C. T. 


FLIGHT D> 
Perritt, Quentin Anzzolin, Aldo P. 
Dameron, John F. Mueller, Kenneth L. 
Pierce, Edward Townsend, Lavon 


Peterschmidt, Frank Burgess, John S. 


GROUND SCHOOL 


Theory of Bombing . . . Causes of Er- 
rors... DR Procedure . .. Bombardment 
Aviation... These and many other vital 


courses constitute the task of Ground 
School. To twirl knobs or manipulate 
dividers is not enough; for in back of 
every operation in the work of the 
Bombagator is the all-important theory. 
Ground School is the initial step in the 
fashioning of the prospective Bombaga- 
tor and in time he soon learns to value 
and appreciate the many hours of class- 
room routine and endless paper work. 


...ON BIVOUAC 
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in 


THE GALS WE LEFT BEHIND 
cca DEARS (It says in small pr 


BOMBA 


OTHER CAUSES OF ERRORS 


Li. WILLIAM BOYLE 


MY ACHIN' BACK... 


Mention of the word ‘‘calisthenics” to cnyone who 
has gone through thirty-three weeks of Pre-flight, 
Aerial Gunnery and Bombagating brings back memo- 
ries of sweat, strain and aching muscles. Favorite 
Cadet Killer at DAAF is Lt. William. Boyle, whose 
introductory command, “Remove’ your shoits,”’ won 


the firm respect of every Brooklynite in 44-1. 


Fortunately the diabolically-conceived obstacle 
course—complete with an ambulance—was “Cff Lim- 
its’ when we arrived, but the PT Instructors calmly 
dug deeper into their physical torture bags and dished 


out some new tricks. 


Yes... there was no rest for the weary and it was 
a happy day when Lt. Boyle and his carcable cohorts 


barked, ‘Dismissed,” for the final time to 44-1. 


OUR RAUNCHIER MOMENTS 


NIGHT FLIGHT 


As evening came and shadows fell, they'd stand inspection’s rites, 
T'was one of many hardships endured while flying nights. 

Then rush inside to check out chutes, and tacs, and cameras too. 
The man who got his data was one of lucky few. 

Run to the ship, pre-flight the sight, set in the night's P.A. 

Then meet the pilot just in time, “Sir,” everything's O.K." 


They'd check their notes and calculate what disc speed for that nite, 
Then tell the pilot what to fly and pray he'd fly it right. 

Uncage, swing on, clutch in, click click, and try to synchronize, 

Then sweat it out till “bombs away”; a shack to their surprise. 

“O.K. to turn,” then on their right, they’d hear their spotter grumble. 
He'd rack them back, and chew them out, he’d seen the gyro tumble. 


And so it was to drop five bombs, with maybe one dry run, 

But in the back the camera man was really having fun. 

The wind would whistle through the hatch and swirl about his knees, 
And send great shivers up his spine until he'd nearly freeze. 

As soon as all the bombs were dropped, the pilot took control 

And put the ship through loops and turns, and sometimes barrel-roll. 


He'd chase the deer and antelope and buzz a nearby town, 

While two cadets would grit their teeth to keep their supper down. 
He'd fly the pattern on the field, and bring it bouncing in, 

Then, two sad sacks would hit a brace with green and sickly grin. 
Then to the ready room they'd go to fill out their 12 C, 

As soon as all their forms were in they had the evening free. 


Their bombs had dropped both near and far from shack to firebreak, 
But on the forms they all were hits; they'd use the golden rake. 
And as they worked upon their forms and both were halfway thru, 
Their spotter left to fly again, on mission number two. 

They met their spotter at the door, for both were on the ball, 

And then they left to “garbage up” at midnight luncheon hall. 


The night was cold, the wind blew free, their blood began to thin, 
Ah! What relief to get inside, away from winter's din. 

That cup of coffee sure was swell, it really hit the spot, 

It burned their tongues, but warmed them up; that G.I. mud was hot. 
The sandwiches they ate were large, and both consumed a few, 
Tomato, lettuce, ham and cheese, a Dagwood special, too. 


As other gadgets came inside to join in sweet repast, 

They sat like women over cups and rumors flew, but fast! 
“Say, did’‘ja hear about that raunchy. kid; he didn’t set in trail, 
He got two hits, the lucky stiff, ya ought to hear him wail.” 
“And what about the other guy, you know, the lazy bum, 

The sap, he tried to synchronize, and used the disc-speed drum.” 


And so the news was passed about into the deep of night, 

How some cadets had lost their heads because of Norden’s sight. 
But just as any tete-de-tete must come to final end, 

They put on jackets, got their bags, and said goodnight to friend. 
With worries of C.E.’s and hits upon their bending backs, 

They trudged back to the barracks, and hit their waiting sacks. 


A/C ROBERT E. THORSEN. 


LOOKING BACK... 


It wasn't too long since we went aloofly psy- 
copathic at the thought of entering the Big Time 
with the precious Norden bombsigth as our 
weapon. But we all felt plenty confident that we 
would be shack artists in no time. Wasn't our 
Bugs Bunny certificate in aerial gunnery our 


carte blanche? ‘‘Shucks, let us at it,’ we said. 


But bombing wasn't all the western flying 

\ command had planned. It had something else 

in mind—the training of a new air-fighting 

hybrid, the bombagator who would be able to navigate the planes through flak 

and tracer-latticed skies and then operate the bomb sight to drop the lethal load. 
Quite a task, huh? 


We remember well the sleepless nights, especially after we started to fly when 
we discovered something else to bomb besides an elusive “bug.” No trouble at all, 
was it? No stoop, no squat, no squint! Each day presented new problems .. . de- 
flections, malfunctions, double drifts, interception, radius of action. Sometimes we 
wondered if the bewilderment ever would wear off. C.E.s came first and then rec- 
ord combat bombing and the equipment: That first day we were loaded bowleg- 
ged with charts, computers, oxygen masks, maps and a thousand and one knick- 
knacks. No wonder we thought we’d need a C-47 to 


follow us into combat just to carry our equipment. 


Navigation: Break out the crystal ball, Salomi, and 
let's pick out an E.T.A. 


But now graduation day is at hand. We can look 
back and smile at the incidents that will always be a 
source of amusing recollection. In the past 18 weeks 
we've learned our lesson — thoroughly — as our ene- 
mies quickly will discover. And soon we hope we'll 
be able to flash back, “Mission Completed,” for the 


final time. 


HIT THE SACK, FELLAHS 
YE EDITOR HAS RETIRED 


, 


